wiftly to catch a sudden glory in their net. This
must have come almost as swiftly as the vision it
speaks of:

"I gaze and gaze when I behold
The meadows springing green and gold.
I gaze until my mind is naught
But wonderful and wordless thought!
Till, suddenly, surpassing wit,
Spontaneous meadows spring in it:
And I am but a glass between
Un-walked in meadows, gold and green."

I take so much pleasure in my friends' poetry
because it is the opposite to my own. It gives to me
some gay and gallant life which was not in my own
birthright. He is never the professional poet made
dull by the dignity of recognised genius. He has
never made a business of beauty: and, because he is
disinterested in his dealings with it, the Muse has
gone with him on his walks and revealed to him some
airs and graces she kept secret from other lovers who
were too shy or too awed by her to laugh and be
natural in her presence.

A.E.

xvi